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sional good deed ; and too much evil may pall even the 
deeply vitiated taste of the present corrupt generation. 
Yes, it is true, that history furnishes no parallel to the 
existence of a corporation of evil teachers daily indoc- 
trinating a great nation with the creed that God is gold ; 
that faith, conscience, chivalry, devotion — all noble 
thoughts — are useless drugs ; thus strangling, like Sin- 
bad's ancient Thug, the island heroism, which we no 
longer act, but talk of. What were Ephialtes and the 
Roman traitress, who died smothered under the 
bucklers of the besieging host, admitted by her perfidy, 
save mere single-act wretches, insignificant by com- 
parison with the complex iniquity of chronic traffickers 
in a people's dishonour, in the injustice and immorality 
of empires, and in a nation's international disgrace ? 

When Kossuth, whose breast was the chosen depo- 
sitory of the sorrows and the sufferings of his race, 
sought these shores, how assiduously the Times hounded 
the yelling pack of miscreants on his path. As the 
apologist and champion of Haynau, perhaps you could 
do no less. You insinuated that in private life the 
hero had been guilty of breach of trust, that during his 
public career he had appropriated the Crown jewels 
which fell into his hands. He was at once the Cheslyn 
Hall and the Colonel Blood of Hungary. This was 
startling news in the land of the Magyars. What was 
that to you ? What if the confidence of his early 
client, the Countess Szapary, was followed by the love 
of the peasantry — "n two-fold testimonial to his 
uprightness ?" 60 you not vend news, and are you not 
manufacturer as well as importer? What was it to 
you, if the Exile were so poor as to be deprived of 
the actual comforts of life ? Perhaps he had buried the 
" sparks" in a kitchen-garden at Shumla ! You, who 
laugh at the idea of a Russian bribe paid in roubles at 
the door of the Times' office, knew that Kossuth had 
carried off certain nest-eggs of Imperial jewellery, tied 
in a corner of the national tricolour! If Kossuth 
lecture for his bread — if Walter Savage Landor, 
parried away by sympathy and enthusiasm, invoke 
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Pray, Sir, is it because your sole consistency is 
manifested by the constancy of your attacks upon men 
of truth, patriotism, and honour, that you never can 
make common cause with these, whilst at one period 
you may loathe vice, and at another caress it ? 

Perhaps, in the case of Kossuth, or in that of 
Mazzini, private resentment lent a zest to political 
rancour. I know not what " footing" a Governor, or 
ex-Governor, of Hungary may be expected to furnish 
by a journal whose virtue can afford so high a price, 
that it 'pays to expose the mere bungler approaching 
with his rash tribute of a paltry iJlOO to the footstool 
of British "opinion" in the 19th century. Did Kossuth's 
fault consist in not committing a larceny, in not steal* 
ing the crown jewels, and in not therewith repairing to 
the cunning " fence" in Blackfriars, at whose door the 
uninitiated have pictured cart-loads of roubles ? We 
know that the god of the Times is Mammon ; its idol, 
Success; and its prophet, prqfit alone. Excuse the 
wretched pun ; you will find worse in Thackeray's early 
imitations of Hood. With it, Honour is a guide leading 
to the workhouse; Truth a bleeding street-preacher, 
obnoxious to the police ; Poverty the greatest sin ; 
Honesty the worst policy. These it persecutes even 
beyond the grave. The name of Christ is, it is true, 
made sacred by the ages, by the religion of the few, 
and the hypocrisy of the many. It is only the doctrines 
of Christ which the Times belies. As a figure of speech, 
it would make honourable use of the name of Brutus, 

" We will not measure him (Palmerston) as a Russian minister, 
because, if we do, we must admit that he has given Russia a plea 
for successful aggrandizement." — Times. 

" When France finds her liberties and her political existence 
struck down by one blow, t* which every excess of perjury , cruelty, 
and illegality were combined, Lord Palmerston is the first man in 
England, not only not to censure but to approve and applaud the 
blow." — The Times, referring to Louis Napoleon's coup act at. 

" It is commonly supposed that the active sympathy expressed 
by Lord Palmerston for extreme Liberal opinions in some foreign 
countries, is combined with an equal zeal for Liberal measures at 
home. No greater fallacy can be entertained." — Times. 
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ness ana illegality to the skies. Such an one, without 
feeling or resentment, stabs for hire 

" King and patriot in misfortune, wise philosopher and judge." t 

He shrinks from the contact of a Pole with soiled 



* This Borromeo invented a sham Conference of Delegates of 
a moderate Italian party in London, who counselled Italy to wait, 
with open mouth, for toleration from the Pope, moderation from 
the King of Naples, and liberation from Austria. He, Borromeo, 
who is, m reality, an Irishman, was reporter as well as president of 
the supposed meetings, which were fully recognised by the Times, 
which pretends to such caution respecting its advertisements. Many 
noble and distinguished Italian names, such as Litta and Farini, 
in addition to his own, were used by the noble Borromeo, and 
the imposition backed by the Times, in all probability, would have 
passed current, and served the ends both of Borromeo and the 
foes of Mazzini, but for the efforts of certain Italian liberal exiles, 
who watched the locality of the alleged meetings, and informed the 
press that the greater part of the persons stated to have taken part 
in the proceedings have not been in England. The Times has not 
acknowledged the deception, concerning which it inserted a leading 
article. Borromeo bitterly assailed Mazzini. He did so, in all 
probability, to gain admission for his reports into the Times. 
t Louis Philippe, Kossuth, Coleridge, Talfourd. 
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with Whose name you deal for purposes of illustration 
and adjuration, as the Jews in the time of Caiaphas did 
with Moses and the prophets, the Romans of the de- 
clining empire with their mythology, as Napoleon does 
with Providence. We are forced to say with Mazzini, 
" you cannot dethrone God !" 

I wonder, Sir, whether on the morning of Orsini's 
execution the Emperor slept well — whether the ghastly 
clockwork of his imperial anatomy kept healthful time. 
I wonder whether he felt " calm" as the man, who if 
he erred, at least erred nobly ; who, if he sinned (I am 
not an Italian, and cannot pretend to judge him), did 
so in the fever of the agony of a patriot's heart. 
Strange what revelations of truth float up momentarily 
to the summit of your whirling ink-gulf. Your cor- 
respondent at Turin writes, April 3rd, " So long as 
peace is preserved in Europe, I see no probability of 
their (Italian) insurrection in the face of an army of 
occupation, which I believe to be by no means over 
estimated at 80,000 men. Europe's peril would be 
Italy's opportunity. The domination of Austria is in- 
tolerable — an odious and tyrannical rule." 

According to this, Orsini desired in his frenzy to 
anticipate an European convulsion, which might set 
Italy free ; and the national desire for freedom from the 
tyranny of the stranger is hopelessly for the present 
kept down by 80,000 bayonets. 

Let me recur for a moment to the idiosyncracy 
of the Times, before coming to the speciality of your 
onslaught upon Mazzini. You keep England down, 
not with 80,000 bayonets, but with 50,000 copies of 
your journal. You inspire fear; because you are merci- 
less, as your friend Napoleon. Now and then you 
indulge in a massacre, or an execution of character, in 
order to spread awe among the selfish masses. Your good 
works partake of the imperial nature. You preserve 
order — you are great in sanitary and police regulations. 
You are very respectable. You are autocrat, tyrant, 
bully, and the restorer of lost jewellery and banknotes, 
and strayed or stolen lap-dogs. You afford a magni- 
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such a theme. I mean the pens of Mr. Dickens and 
Mr. Carlyle. The former might partly succeed by- 
minute delineation, the latter by a species of picture- 
writing, whose revelations to the mind should resemble 
the glimpses shown by lightning flashes, on a sombre 
sultry evening, to a solitary wanderer through some 
vast historical picture-gallery of past events. The 
New Zealander, a thousand years hence, reading works 
of these writers devoted to such a subject, might form 
some conception of what the Times is and has been in 
relation to this country and mankind. 

It would be vain for me to tell you, that the immo- 
rality and unscrupulousness of the Times are admitted 
facts amongst Englishmen of every degree. There is 
not a coffee-room where these are not denounced if 
the subject be mooted. So long as you are a 
commercial necessity, you deride the abhorrence of 
the nation. So long as you can afford, with cold 
and haughty insolence, to refuse advertisements over 
your counter, because they happen to oppose your 
views, what do you care for the English people ? You 
are not insensible to the ridicule of a powerful pen. 
When Mr. Thackeray, being a successful writer, wrote 
his " Thunder and Small Beer," in return for an adverse 
criticism, you led him into your inner sanctum, and 
whispered to him to become a Thug of Printing House- 
square. He desired no better, and " Thunder and 
Small Beer" had its ephemeral existence suppressed. 
This he may deny, if be please. I was not present at 
the interview, and know no rat in the wainscot of your 
office; but a little time after, I could not easily 
procure a copy of " Thunder and Small Beer/' and 
Mr. Thackeray became the poet, not of Moses and Son, 
but of Lawson ; and his parturient muse has since made 
an occasional lying-in hospital of Printing House- 
square; each offspring securing thereby a day's exis- 
tence and renown, or even two, in cases where the 
journal is read and forwarded by post at half-price, to 
second-hand economists of news. 

But, Sir, there are two despotisms which are very 
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that your conduct proceeds from bad instincts, con- 
flicting interests, utter want of a guiding principle, the 
trading immorality of greed, the madness of insatiate 
avarice, with which Heaven's wrath visits doomed 
iniquity. 

Sir, I am aware that I am addressing an anomaly, a 
monster, a species of nightmare which oppresses the 
faculties of my countrymen. What is the Times ? A 
thing of to-day, yesterday, the day before — a thing of 
Protean shape, a speciosity, and yet a fact. To- 
morrow, the Times may alter all its opinions : it may 
become virtuous, it might resolve itself into the Palla- 
dium of our rights. Two or three deaths, an editorial 
change, new proprietors, might effect all this. In 
addressing you I am less personal than I seem. I 
clothe the spirit and essence of the journal in mortal 
habiliments, carefully concealing horns and tail. You 
may be " three gentlemen in one," or there may not be 
a gentleman among three of you. You may be a 
Member of Parliament, a Chevalier d' Industrie, a 
clergyman, or a " board." I may know something of 
the internal organisation and conduct of the Times, or 
I may not. If I do, I see no purpose answered by 
revealing what I know, or pretending to more. I dress 
my own scarecrow Editor, and address him. I deal with 
the journal of my experience of these last few years, 
and what it has done. I concern myself with a certain 
prominent and consistent line of infamy which it has 
pursued. To-morrow it may cease to pursue it Glad 
shall I be, for one, to burn my back copies of the Times, 
and to consign to oblivion, so far as I am concerned, the 
recollection of the influence it has abused, and the 
misdeeds which it has done. 

It is now, Sir, several years since the Times has 
directed its energies to the persecution of Joseph Max- 
zini, and during that time it has lost no opportunity of 
branding the name of that illustrious exile with the 
blackest accusations and the basest insinuations. Whe- 
ther its " own correspondents," at a loss occasionally for 
matter, and knowing their business, have filled up their 
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Why, Sir, cowardly ? Why that epithet in the fkce 
of proof, moral and physical, in defiance of the living 
history of the man ? Would you like, Sir, to insure 
Mazzini's life, even at a very high premium, for a year ? 
Yet, it was in his choice to seek safety, or have never 
incurred danger. Must the bravery of an Italian 
patriot always glut the guillotine with the blood of a 
martyr, before your nice sense of courage is satisfied ? 
What has Mazzini done ? Could the Times awe him ? 
Can Buonaparte gag him ? Did the siege of Rome 
shake his soul ? Did the Austrian gallows warn him 
off the territory of the Hapsburg ? Did he ever heat a 
woman? Was he ever horsewhipped on the Boule- 
vards of Paris or elsewhere — a fact which Italian jour- 
nalism studiously suppressed? Ah! I see, Sir. You 
are brave, therefore Mazzini, who is of a different order 
of beings, and is not like you, must be cowardly. 
Was it necessary, that the Emperor Napoleon should 
publish a Letter No. II. from Mazzini, after mar- 
tyrdom, dated from Mazas or La Roquette, whose au- 
thenticity should be attested by two gaolers, together 
with a will, of which the executioner should be sole 
executor, before you could possibly admit the Italian 
patriot's soul into the Valhalla of your selection? 
Suppose that Mazzini had never been under fire in his 
life, that he had never chanced to be in the way of 
danger, have you, therefore, the right to call him a 
coward ? You, Sir, have directed battles and criticised 
Generals in the Crimea and India, at a very safe 
distance. Are you, for that reason, a dastard? It 
must be owned that it is a safe thing in one sense to 
libel a hero. It might be dangerous for you to 
call a man cowardly who should happen not to have 
proved his courage to the world. He might think fit 
to flutter the scarecrow in reality, which I solely in 
imagination have set up before me to address. 

Unhappily, when you are pleased to print the reverse 
of fact, 50,000 winged couriers of falsehood post with 
the untruth. You cause a wave of opinion to flow 
over and around the world. It is sure to do some 
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James Graham — a sort of act grown more common now, 
and which, probably, you approve of, whatever your 
j journal did then. Was it through M azzini's cowardice 

i that the brothers Bandiera fell, or through the eternal 

i infamy of another ? Well, Sir, again, under Garibaldi, 

Mazzini bore the musket of a private soldier. It must 
be owned that amongst other disguises (and you say he 
is an adept in them) he wore that of seeming courage 
well. In 1849, after thirty days' siege by the French, 
during which Mazzini's efforts were almost superhu- 
man, Kome surrendered. When the French entered 
the city, he did not flee; but walked in the streete 
alone and unattended, grown grey-haired within that 
month, looking like " the ghost of the Republic, severe 
r and silent, his very patience, like a martyr's endurance, 

I rebuking the murderers." Need I cite his " hair- 
l breadth" escape from Milan, in 1853, or how many 
I times he has baffled the soldier-police of Austria within 
rche last few years ? I think, Sir, that these few facts 
prove sufficiently what he is in courage, and what you 
pre in falsehood. 

I now come to the examination of your article, 
No. II., published on the 3rd instant. How shall I deal 
with this otto di accusa of a despotic journal? It is 
not a defence of the Emperor Napoleon, nor a refutar 
tion of Mazzini's statements, save as u to the motives 
which led to the Russian war," by which 36,000 British 
lives were horribly and uselessly sacrificed, and con- 
cerning which a difference of opinion may well prevail 
in these days of secret diplomacy ; it is not, I say, a 
mere defence of the Emperor, nor a simple denuncia- 
tion of Mazzini, but a demand for blood — a yell for 
murder, prompted by the same sort of zeal as might 
characterise an imperial spv, or eke out the cc evidence w 
of a Neapolitan delator. I seemed while perusing that 
article, to behold the grin of an executioner, lifting the 
wine- cup with bloody hands, to drink the health of his 
employer. 

Your journal denounces what it is pleased to term, 
" open, judicial, professed, Pharisaical" assassination and 
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Frenchman, ay, and every Italian, believing in the 
statements of the Times, would, reading its invectives, 
have become almost morally justified in seeking to rid 
the world of the monster which it painted. "What I 
have written, I have written," cried Pilate ; but what 
the Times has written, it has not written, according 
to itself. 

As to the reasoning of the article in question, it is 
somewhat singular. " Mazzini," it says, " assures Na- 
poleon that Europe and France are dooming to perdi- 
tion his usurped power." (For the fact that it was 
usurped, read the Times of 1851-2.) cc If this be the 
case," it continues, " why not let Europe and France 
do their work? Are not France and Europe mighty 
enough to execute their own will without calling to 
their aid the assistance of secret societies and lurking 
assassins?" (The Times has just complained that con- 
spirators, meaning Mazzini, have ceased to be secret 
and lurking.) " The excuse of the conspirator, vain 
and futile as it is, has always been, that by no other 
means could the yoke of his country be broken. What 
shall we say, then, of men who conspire to shed blood, 
not, on their own showing, from any necessity, but 
only to anticipate a revolution, which, but for their 
officious interference, would speedily be consummated 
without a crime." 

Considering that throughout, this article assumes 
Mazzini to be secretly plotting against the life of Na- 
poleon, malice appears doting when it calls him an open 
conspirator. According to you, he writes an assassin's 
manifesto, and is, of course, manufacturing a bomb- 
shell ! Now, if you know this, you are an accessory, if 
you do not give instant information ; or, not knowing 
it, as, of course, you do not, you are guilty of libel 
against an innocent person. Leaving this, I come to 
the discovery, that if any one believe punishment to 
await the author of guilty deeds, he has no right to 
speak of, or to brand them. If we pursue this "argu- 
ment" a little further, we may reason that as God, 
sooner or later, punishes all malefactors, and their doom 
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in the soul of Orsini himself. The Times, then, stands 
convicted of its own charge against Mazzini. 

But, Mazzini and his disciples have, according to its 
admission, "set in motion a train of events which 
have overthrown a ministry, whose lionour it was to be 
the object of dread to foreign oppressors" This is too 
rich. Lord Palmerston was the head of that dreaded 
ministry ; and it is true that the act of Orsini set in 
motion a train of events that overthrew him. Do 
Englishmen regret that overthrow ? But Mazzini was 
no accomplice of Orsini. Can we say, as truly, that 
Napoleon is not a " foreign oppressor ?" 

As, Sir, to the origin of the Russian war, your journal 
singularly enough confirms Mazzini's judgment. As 
to the conduct of that war, did we or did we not spare 
Riga and Odessa? Did not the Times itself then 
point "not obscurely'' to the agency of French in- 
fluence ? " The attack on Sebastopol was," it says, 
" at first, entirely an English plan." More shame to 
us, if it were so. It is likely enough ; but, why did we 
spare Odessa? "No one," you say, "who speaks and 
reads English, will believe these statements, viz , the 
statements that the war was commenced to gratify the 
ambition and resentment of Napoleon, and brought to 
a conclusion to suit his policy. The majority of Eng- 
lishmen do believe all this without the assistance of Maz- 
zini. As to the concluding antithesis — that Mazzini "me- 
naces those whom he does not strike, and strikes those 
whom he does not menace," — it is simply without point 
or meaning If Mazzini's menace be against Napoleon, 
it is not against "free institutions.*' If not injurious 
to Napoleon, " free institutions" do not clamour against 
Mazzini. If, by " threatening" Napoleon, " free insti- 
tutions" be endangered, they stand on a brittle founda- 
tion, and the sooner the matter is brought to an issue 
the better. 

Have you received information, Sir, that there will 
be a prosecution against Mazzini ? The Emperor will 
probably demand it on behalf of "free institutions" (!), 
and " free institutions " accord it with trembling com- 
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put my faith in two classes of my countrymen — the 
non-readers of the Times, and those who read it with 
discrimination and judgment. Should the country be 
fairly aroused, you will be forced to change your tone, 
and will doubtless do so with the grace of well-feigned 
forgetfulness. I do not yet, Sir, despair of reading 
laudations of Mazzini, as well as of Kossuth, in your 
columns. Only imagine, if they were respectively 
elected by a majority of votes of their countrymen as 
the Presidents of the United States of Italy and of 
independent Hungary. You would then consent to 
drop the charge of cowardice against Mazzini, would* 
you not? — as well as the little items which you have 
urged against Kossuth. I think, Sir, that you would 
do so, considering how you have swallowed and 
digested your own thunderbolts against the coup fletat 
of Napoleon, and considering what you have said about 
Palmerston within the last eight years. In the mean- 
time, if a little truth, virtue, and patriotism should re- 
commend themselves to your interest, do not spurn them 
simply in obedience to mere habit, or instinct, or the 
whisperings of the delusive demon, who will some day 
leave you in the lurch ; but try a little change, and 
remember that the wheel may come round. Do not 
imagine that virtus post nummos is a necessary motto, 
or, rather, since you have never yet shown any prin- 
ciple, even as a secondary consideration to money, let 
it come at last, in order to enable you to keep what 
you have acquired ; for depend upon it, that there is a 
time approaching when you may be either compelled 
to pay the full penalty of your sins, or, at least, to 
stretch forth the hand of fellowship to misfortune, 
whilst acknowledging, in your terror, that a God exists. 

I am, Sir, &c, 

ALFRED B. RICHARDS. 

April 1th, 1858. 



Printed by Taylor and Greening, Graystoke-place, Holborn, London 
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